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ing, but I had no doubt it was being rung on the other
side at the Catholic Mission, and lay there listening and
thinking, and trying to remember which of the bells of
Edinburgh sounded the same note. It stopped almost
with the squall. Half an hour afterwards, another
shower struck upon the house and spurted awhile from
the gutters of the corrugated roof; and again with its
decline the bell began to sound, and from the same dis-
tance. Then I laughed at myself, and this bell resolved
into an eavesdrop falling on a tin close by my head.
All night long the flaws continued at brief intervals.
Morning came, and showed mists on all the mountain-
tops, a grey and yellow dawn, a fresh accumulation of
rain imminent on the summit of Pioa, and the whole
harbour scene stripped of its tropic colouring and
wearing the appearance of a Scottish loch.

" And not long after, as I was writing on this page,
sure enough, from the far shore a bell began indeed to
ring. It has but just ceased, boats have been passing
the harbour in the showers, the congregation is within
now, and the mass begun. How very different stories
are told by that drum of tempered iron! To the natives
a new, strange, outlandish thing: to us of Europe,
redolent of home; in the ear of the priests, calling up
memories of French and Flemish cities, and perhaps
some carved cathedral and the pomp of celebrations; in
mine, talking of the grey metropolis of the north, of a
village on a stream, of vanished faces and silent tongues.
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" We sailed a little before high-water, and came skirt-
ing for some while along a coast of classical landscapes,

117ught the hour a strange one for the ring-
